wlodge of

T « st Kiu
1) s aenemy on the
fle home of Knipp
tal § ity of Lauelli
LTTE S 1 thie nole Was

M gards
ey andd Portey
no teoible abou
wem Wil be pald, the
beeltir  petid by one
hidy of Henry Wilton
vodhiee vaalt gy oo
t il wisits Mother: Tor
ton In company with Palivemian

CHAPTER XIV.—Continued.
The four men within the room =a
tuted me gravely amd with  Mother
Bovton's direction In mind T hind no
hesitation in calling each by his noame,
1 was plensed

ot hint they were 1o

bust, vigorous fellows, aml soon made

my  digpositiins Hrown and  Dark:
lemise were o sttend me gving day-
ight and Fitzhugh and Porter were to

Aunil, s much
witled, 1 hastened to the oflieo
Na Dinddreidage Knogmy
turbed  the and at the noon
houtt 1 the room in the
honse of myasery that was still my
ol fixedd
All was

gainrd together ot nleght,
slgn of s
morning
retirnmd to

aboile,
appirently as | had Jeft it
pxeept that o lettor lay on the tuble.
"I must new lock,” wis my
cominent, as | broks “This
place is getrine (oo publie whon every
messenger I wits cortidn
that | had toeked the dapy whion Coy
o a1 hasd ¢come out on the even-
g hofor
The letter was= from
emplover, amd read
“Richmond has pidd the men, (e

the seal,

i ey,

my unknown

h".llt_\ fll]' o move aut uny momaont
Levive vour address i you sleep olse
whoere,”

And now came throe or fonr days of
rest and auilel after the mepery life |

had beesn leading since my arrival o
San Francigeo

In the interval I improved my timo
by getting bertor aequisinted with the
city,  Emboldened by my body-guard
I oslept for two nights g Henry's room,

md with one to wateh outside the
Inor, one Iving on o matiyess just in
e, and o pew lock amd bolt, | was
rli‘l' o |||-|:.'I|I:||.I't'

Fust as | had formed a wild ides of
Inoking  ap Dodidridze Knupp in his
Do, Tocamie to the office in the
morning o fwl the door into Room 16
wide open and the farther door ajar

Come g Wiltan,” sald 1he yvoice
of the King of the Street; and 1 en-|

1
terrisil his voom o fiad e busiod ia\!!’l

his papers, a¢ thonzh nothing hind oe-

curred shnee | bl Jast met him ‘

Che murker s had something of
8 vacation," 'l ventuped, as he fulled to
Apeik I
1 have besp oul of thwn” he said
shortls What have yon done?”
Northing.”
He gave a grunt of assent. |

“You didn't expect we o iy up the
market, did yon?" [
The yellow-gray mustache went up, |
and the wollfungs gleamed from be. |
neath |
I reckon it wouldn't have
very profitichly speculation,” he replied, |
Then he mod  back in his ohair |
and looked meditarively at the wall,
“Have you heard anything moape u[l
Decker?” he

been a |

a=kedd,

“I'vee howrd enough to satisfy me
that he's the man who got the Omega
atock.”

“Whiant other deal s he in?” asked
the King of the Stredetf,

I odon't Know.

The Kingof the Stroet smiled indul- |

gently

“Well, vou've got something to learn
yol Ul give you till next woek o
find the answer Lo that question.™

I was convineed fram his alr that he
had informution on both theue |sum1:-'.i
himself, and was merely freyving my |

knowledgs.
“Lil not be haek before next
day.” he concluded

“Goling awdy again?

Wednes-

I'asked in surs

pirige,
“I'm off to Virginia City,” he re
plied after considering for a litule.

“I'm not sute about Omega, after all—
and there's another one | want to look
into,  You needn’t mention my going.
When [ come back we'll have a eam-
pitien that will ralse the mof ol every
Board in town. No orders till then
unless I telegraph you. That's all”

The King of the BStregt seemed
stralghtforward enough in hig state
ment of plans, and it did not occur to
me to distrust him while | was in his
presence.  Yet, once more in my of-
fice, with the locked door between, |
began to doubt, and tried to find some
hidden meaning in each word and
look.

CHAPTER XV.
| Am in the Toils,
“Welecome once more, Mr. Wilton,”
mald Mrs, Doddridge Knapp, holding
out her hand. “Were you golng to
negleet us again?”

“Not at all, madam,"” satd I with un-

hiushing mendacity,
vour command.”

I had recelved a tetter from
howser setting forth that | was wanted
st the house of Doddridge Knapp, and |
her prolxity was sueh that T was un- |
able to determine whether shie or Mry, '
Knapp or Luelln wished to see me

But as all three appeared to be con
corned in i1 pocketed pride and re
sentment, and made my with
SUIMEe [Oerveus  quavers at Pine |
Street palace.

A 1 was spedking 1 enst my eyves
furtively about the room. Mrs. Knapp
interpreted my glanee

She will be in prosently.”  There
my efnr a trace of moeking |
Inughrer in hor voier ug she spoke, hut
her face betokened only 4 courteous
interest,

“Thanks—I hope «0." 1 said in a lit
tle confusion. 1 wished | knew wheth-
¢r she meant Luella or Mrs, Dowser.

“You got the note?” she asked,

"It was a great pleasure.”

“Mrs. Bowsger wished so much to
you ngaln. She s been singing
sonr pralges—yon were gsach an agree
able yvoung man.”

I eursed Mrs, Bowser in my heart,

1 believe there wias some Arrange

"I am always ut

how
the

wis 1o

soo

ment hetwern yon about a trip to see

the sights of Chinatown,  Mrs. Bowser

was quite worrted for fear yvou had
forgotten §t, s | gave hey your ad-
Hress and wold her to write youn a
fiole.”

i o nor been conscious of expect-
ing anything fvom my visit, but at this
hit of information 1 found that T bud
heen  bullding aircastles which had
heen invisille till they came tumbling
[ could not look for
Miss Knapp's conipany on such an ex-
pedition

O sadd 1, with an aitempt to con-
ceal my chsappolntment, “the matler
hard stipped my mind. 1 shall be most

about my eurs,

| happy o attend Mrs, Bowser, or Lo see

that she haz a proper escort.”

We  had walking about the
room durtng this conversation, and at
this point had come to an dleove,
where Mrs, Knapp motioned me to a
soeut.

“I may not 2et 1 chance to talk with
vour alone again this evening,” she con-
tinued, drmpping  her half-bantering
tone, “and yon come so0 little now.
What are vou doing?”

SRovping ant of mischief

“Yes, bhut how " she persisted. “You
nseal 1o tell me everything., Now you
sl me nothing.”

“Mr. Knapp's work—" 1 began.

hiesen

“Oh, of course, | don’t expect you
1o tell me about that, 1 know Mr.
Kunapp, and vou're as close-mouthed

#8 he, evepn when he's away.”

"I oshould tell you anything of my
own, but of conrse, another's—"

“1 understand.”  Mes. Knapp, sitting
with hands clupsed in her lap, gave
me a quick look. *“But there was
something else.  You were telling me
about your adventures, you remember,
You told me two or three weeks ago
about the way you tricked Darby
Meeker and sent him to “Serria City,"
And she smiled at the recollection of
Darby Moeeker's discomfiture.

“Oh, ves,"” | sald, with a laugh that
sounded distressingly hollow to my
eurs.  “That was a capital joke on
Meeker.

“How did it turn out?" asked Mrs.
Knapp with lively interest. “Did he
get back?"

I decided promptly on & judlcious
amount of truth.

“Yes, he got back bolling with
wrath and leaded to the guards with
threats—that Is, | heard so from my
men. | didn't see him myself, or yon
might have tound the rest of it in the
newspaper.”

“What did he do? Tell me about It."
Mrs. Knapp gave every evidence of ab:
se-bed Interest.

| eonld envy you your work.
Mrs, | romance

| man,

“Well, he lald a trap for me at Bor-
ton's, pul Terrill in as advance guard
and raised blue murder about the
place.” And then [ went on to give a
carefully amended account of my first
night’s row at Borton's, and with an
occaslonal question Mrs, Knapp had
soon extorted trom me a fairly full
account of my doings.

“It Is dreadful for youn to expose
yourself to such dangers.”

| was privately of her oplnion.

“Oh, that's nothing,” said I airily.
“A man may be Killed any day by a
brick falling from a bullding, or by
slipping on an orange peel on the
crossing.”

“But is dreadfol to court death so
Yet,” she mused, “if I were 4 man 1
There 1Is
and life In it, as well as
danger. You are doing in the nine
teenth century and in the midst of
civilization what your forefathers may
have dene in the davs of chivalry.”

“It ks a fine Nie,” 1 sald dryly, “But
it has its drawbacks.”
“Int while von live no one can

he=n the child,” she said. There was
inquiry in her tone, 1 thonght,

I suppressed o start of surprise, 1
had avoided mention of the boy. Hen-
ry had trusted Mrs. Knapp further

| than I had dreamed.

“He shall never be given up by me,"
| veplled with convietion,

“Thut is spoken lke a true, brave
said Mrs, Knapp with an ad-
miring look,

“Thank you.” 1 sald modestly.

“Auother life than yours depenids
on your skill und courage. Thal must
shve you slrength,” she said softly.

It does indexl,” 1 replied. 1 was
thinking of Doddridge Knapp's life.

“Rut here Luella  and Mrs.
Rowser,” said Mrs. Knapp., “1 see |
ghall loge your company.”

My heart gave & great bound, and
1 tirned to see the queenly grace of

aome

Luella Knapp us she entered the room
In the tradn of Mrs, Bowser,

Was it fancy. or had she grown
paler and thinner sinee 1 had lasgt seen
her? surely those dark hollows under
Iher eyves that wld of worry and lost
sleep were not there when her bright-
ness had choained sny admiration.

“Luella!”  called Mrs. Knapp, 1
fancied she gave a low, musical laugh
us she spoke, vet the glance showed
me that her faece was ealm and seri-
ons,  “Luella, here is some one you
will ke to see”

Luelln Knapp turned and advanced.
What was the look that lighted up her
face and sparkled from her eye? De-
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JUST AS GOOD AS MONEY,

|

Armos Budd's Little Contribution to
the Church,

Stories have been told of hutlons,
tacks and various extraneous sub-
stances found In contribution boxes,
but it is seldom that a church-mem-
ber strikes a blow so severe as was
that delivered by Amos Budd of Por-
terville on one occaslon. It was at
the close of a missionary sermon that
Mr. Budd, whose wont was to contrib.
ute ten centa to each of the charities
to the support of which the church
subseribed, was geen to take take a
blue slip from his pocket and look at
it keenly and afectionately. When,
After a slight but evident hesitation
he dropped the slip, earefully folded,
into the box, Deacon Lane, who was
passing it, could hardly refrain from
an exclamation of joy. “The Lord will
bless you, Brother Budd,” he sald,
when the sermon was over, hurrying
down the alsle to overtake the pros-
perous grocer. “1 hope s80," returned

! Mr. Budd, dryly, “but I'm afrald you

cal'late on that being a check that I
dropped In the box. It wa'n't., "Twas
a roeceipted bill for kerosene the
church owed me last year, and it had
been overlooked, Of course it's jest
the same as money, though, when you
come to that"-—Youth's Companion,

"So your daughter is golng to marry
a title,” said the old acquaintance.
“No,” answered Mr. Cumrox; “it's
worse than that. She's got to take a
follow that I don't like along with it.”

fore 1 could analvze the magnetle
thrill thut came from I, It was gone
A flush passed over her face and died
away as she came.

“You honor our poor house once
more?” she said, dropping a mock
courtesy. "1 thought you had desert-
ed us”

“Not 1" sald 1 stoutly, helding out
my hand. I saw there was a l\le play
to be carried on for the benefit of Mrs.
Knapp. For some reason she had not
confided in her mother. “Not L I
am alwuyvs your humble knight.™

I saw that Mrs. Knapp was looking
at us curiously, and pressed my ad-
vantage. Luella took my hand un-
willingly. 1 was ready to dare a good
deal for the clasp of her fingers, but
| gearcely felt the thrill of their tonch
before she had snatched them away.
“There's nothing hut pretty speech-
€5 to be had from you—and quotations
at that,” she said. There was malice
under the seeming innocence of a pre-
tended pouat,

“There's nothing that could be so
becoming in the e¢ircumstances.”

“Except common sense,” {rowned
Laella.

“The most uncommon of qualities,
my dear,” lnughed Mrs. Knapp., “Sit
down, children. [ must see to Mr
Carter, who Is lost by the portiere and
will never be discovered unless | res-
cue him,"”

“Take him to dear Aunt Julia,” said
Luella as her mother left us.

“Poar Aunt Julla,” 1 inferred, was
Murs. Nowser,

Luelln took a seat and 1 followed
her example. Then, with ehin in hand
and albow on the arm of her chair,
the young woinan fooked at me calmly
and thoughifully,

“Well,” snld Luella at last, In a cut-
ting voice, “why don't you talk?"

“I's your lead,” sald 1 gloomily.
“You took the last trick."”

At this reference to our meeting, Lu-
ella looked surprised, Then she gave
a little rvippling laugh.

“Really," she said, “I believe I shall
begin to like you, yvet”

“That's very kind of you; but turn
abont is fair play.”

“You mustn’t do that,” said she se-
vorely, "or 1 gshan't.”

“1 meant it,"” said 1 defiantly.

“Then yon ought to know better
than to say it,"” she retorted.

“I'm in need of leszons, 1 fear.”

“How delightful of you to confess
it! Then shall 1 tell yon what to do?"

This was very charming. I hastened
to sav:

"D, by all means.”

The young woman sunk back in her
elialr, elagped her hunods in her lap
us her mother had done, and glanced
hastilv. about,  Then in a low volce
ghie sald;

“Te vourself."

It was an eleetric shock she gave
me, oot more by the words than by
the Lone,

| struggled for 4 moment
regained my mental balance.

“Don’t you think we could get on
safer gronnd?™" I suggested,

“Np," suid Luella. "There isn't any
safe ground for us otherwise”

The sudden heart-sickness at the
remainder of my mission with which
these words overwhelmed me, tied my
tongue and mastered my spivits, It
was this girl's father that | was pur

hefore 1

sping, O, why was this burden laid
upon me?  Why was 1 to be torn on
the rvack between inclination and
duty ?

Luella watched my face narrcwly
through the coullict in my miad, and
1 felt as though her spirit struggled
with mine to win me to the course ol
open, honest dealing,  But it was im
possible.  She must be the last of all
o know.

Her eyes sank as thongh she knew
which had won the wvictory, and a8
proud, scornful look took the place of
the grave good Humor that had been
there a moment before. Then, on o
stidden, she began to speak of the the
aters, rides, drives and whatwmot of
the pleasures of the day, Sudilenly
she stopped with a weary look,

“There's Aunt Julla waiting for
vou," she said with a gleam of ma:
lHefons pleasure. “Come along. 1 de
liver you over a prisoner of war,”

“Wait a minute,” | pleaded.

“No," she sald, imperiously motion
ing me. “Come along.” And with a
sigh I was given, a helpless, but sl
lently protesting, ecaptiwe, to the mer
cies of Mrs. Howser,

That eloguent lady received mo
with flutter of feathers, it | may bor
row the expression, to indicate her

2t ’ (

Y g 2 £ Tl - 3
By () l‘,,p_._\’at ety Vi
e 3 et R

pleasure.
___(TO BE CONTINUED,)
wnEy .

S

s,
ol o
., ()

=,

S

R

GREAT SLAUGHTER OF WASPS,

Curious Custom That Prevails in West
moreland, England.

A strange custom s observed veap
Iy in the small hamlet of Week, in
Westmoreland, England, in commemo-
ration of an incident that happened
in the year 1841. That year thers
waug a plague of wasps and many per-
song throughout the country succumbe-
ed to the polsonous stings. The 1it-
tle hamlet holds the record for its
number of victims, and in memory of
the occurrence & memorial tablet was
erected on the moor there. Now each
yvear there Is a procesalon. Most of
the inhabitants turn out, carrying in-
sect powder and other devices for kill-
ing wasps, and march to the memorial
stone, where a short service is held
by the minister of the parish. When
the service is over a general crusadse
Is made in search of wasps' nests,
which are Immediately destroyed
Some carry guns, some rags saturated
in turpentine, while others carry par-
affin, which Is poured into the mest
and & match applled, The annlversary
is considered the most imporiant event
of the year,

Plenty of Work.

The patron who was reaching the
brotherly stage leaned over the bar.
“Mike,” he asked, “what will all you
fellows do when local optlon strikes
you?' “Oh, there'll be plenty of
work,"” responded Mike, cheerfully,
“digging ditches to extend the water
mains."—Kansas Clty Times.

Practical Fashions

MISSES' TUCKED SHIRT WAIST.

Paris Pattern No. 2480, All Seams
Allowed.—The shirt waist has the fall
ness of the front and back pat into
wide outward-turning tucks, stitehesd
to the bust line in the front and to
the waist line in the back, where It
is slightly gathered to hold them In
position. ‘The high turn-dpwn collar
and straight, narrow cufls may be
of the same material as the rest of
the costume, or of white linen, accord:
ing to taste. 'White pearl buttons
fasten the garment at the center front,
where a jabol of English embroldery
falls in graduated folds from neck to
waist. The sleeves are in full-length
and rather narrow, being gathered at
the armhole and wrist. This pattern
is partleularly adapted to hand-embrol-
dery and may he worn as a separate
walst as well as part of a costume, be-
ing suitable for plain or cross-barred
lawn, Madras, chambray, handker-
chief linen, Irish linen or dimity, pon-
gee, French gingham, or, In fact, any
of the pretty summer materials, The
pattern is in three sizes—13 to 17
years., For a miss of 15 yvears the
shirt waist requires 3% yards of mate.
rial 20 inches wide, 2% yards 27
inches wide, 2% yards 36 inches wide,
or 174 yard 42 inches wide; one yard
of edginge,

To procurs this pattern send 10 cents
to “Pattern Department,” of this paper,
Write name and addreess plainly, and be
sure to Eive sige and nuwmber of pattern,

NO. 2480, SlAL.ciinensnprosses
NAME. cisesrnsnessncannenrssasssanes -

BTRIEET -AND NOQi.ssisssssissessasnnis

BTATE acivhiiincanivsinnns PO SRR

LADIES’ TWO-.PIECE CIRCULAR
SKIRT.

Paris Pattern No. 2485, All Seams
Allowed.—Thls skirt s ene of the new-
esl models, with an Inget panel at the
lower edge, in the [ront. It is fas
tened under the inverted box-plait at
the cenier-back, and Is adaptable 1o
hoth plain and striped materials, being
trimmed elther slde of the inserted
panel with buttons and cord loops.
The pattern Is in seven slzes—22 to 34
inches, wuist mensure. For 26 walst
the skirt requlres 8% vards of mate-
rlal 20 inches wide,; 5% yards 36
inches wide, 4% vards 42 inches wide,
or 3% yards 54 inches wide; six but-
tons, and one vard of braid for loops.
Width of lower edge about 414 yards,

To procire this pattern send 10 cents
to “Pattern Department,’” of thils paper.
Write name and address plainly, and ha
sure to glve size and number of pattern.

NO, 2485, BIZE.....sxicsuivinyy

BOWN G venmiainsissssaxsaivens
STREET AND NOuiiciiisessssassssrons
LS-TATF‘ ......

The Country Weeker,

Henry . Burton of Atchison, whoge
slum work has glyen him wide knowl-
edge of the poor, was pralsing Amer.
ca's many country wieelk associations.

“They do a deal of good,” he said.
“And nothing is more interesting than
to go on one of the country week ex-
cursions in charge of a lot of slum
children who have never seen the
country before.

“A kind-hearted little slum girl in
my party saw one evening 4 mother
hen about to gather her brood of
chicks under her wings. The little ginl
rushed up to the hen and shouted:

“*Shoo, you ugly thing! How dare
you sit down on these beautiful little
blrdB?' "

" Mistoric Facts Recalled.

In connection with the death of
Grover Cleveland, it is Interesting to
note that only twice before in the his
tory of the nation has the [United
States been without a living ex-preal
dent. George Washingfon died in 1799,
when John Adams, the second presk
dent, was in office. Andrew Johnson
at the time the only surviving ex-chiel
executive, passed away In 18756, two
vears before Gen, Grant retired to pri-
vate life,

England Adopts French System.

The French gardening methods by
which an acre of ground is made to
yield $2,433 to $2,920 per annum by
the forcing hot bed process has been
introduced in England, Végetables
are produced all the year and are
forced by a steady temperature of #0
degrees,

PERSONAL VANITY GREAT BOON.

A Blessing Vouchsafed to Man, Thinks
Mr. MacBlink.

“The longer 1 live,” sald Mr. Mac-
Blink, “the more I think that the great-
est personal blessing vouchsafed (o
man is personal vanity.

“Do the mghty snub us? We smile
and think that we are better than they.
Are some men richer than we? Why,
we know for some we could have made
twiee their money with half thelr
chance. .

“Are we homely? We think we are
handsome. Why, the men we see, old
and young, looking in the mirrors in
the sides of the elevated cors are
proud of their clothes, proud of them-
selves from their heads to thelr toes.

“They may lve narrow lives, and ir
they only knew it, with no hope of
ever getting out on the broad road;
but they are satlsfled with, more than
that, they are vain of themselves. And
what a blessing!

“Are we not content to wear cheap
clothes because in our fond vanity we
think that we ourselves give them an
air of distinction? 8o in many in-
stances.

“And does not the same hold troe
as well to our views of all our bhelong-
Ings? Do we not think that our broken
down, rattletrap, dingy old automobile
is really the fastest machine on the
road if we would only once unshackle
ker? Don't we think that our Inmber-
fng old clumsy gaited six-minute horse
could go in 2:22% if we dared to give
him his head? Don't we think that
our yacht or our power hoat could
make anything else in the water look
like 20, yes, like 20 or even 15 cents if
we were once disposed te show what it
could really do?

“Do we not think that our chickens
are really the very best specimens of
their breed, and do we not think that
ours is the finest lmwn? And our chil-
dren, whatever they may be, are the
finest children that ever were barn?

“Is is so of many things, and &l
these are cheerful, happy, helpful no-
tions that even the most timid and
shrinking of men may cherigh., Our
vanity Is not only a protector and a
ghield, it is for us a castle within
whose walls we can dwell In serenity
and security, in sweet satisfaction with
oursgelves; and in a world so full of
things that otherwise would jar us, is
not this a great blessing? Many a
man's lot in life has been softened, has
been made happy, by his harmless per-
sonal vanity."

Fierce Hailstorms in England.
Large storles are told of the damage
done by hailstones in Minnesota re-

cently. However, Old England itself
has some statistles to show. On May
30, 1897, a terrific hailstorm visited

Sealord, Sussex, Some of the “bolts”
measure 414, Inches in eiroumference,
after lying on the ground for fully
seven minntes, On June 24, in the
same year, the most disastrous visita-
tion of the kind In modern tlmes rav-
aged parts of Essex and the adjacent
counties,

Animals and pouliry were killed
and crops ruined. At Ingatestone the
hail broke through a slated roof, and
at Baddow It went through windows
and cut the blinds to pleces. The
damuge in Essex alone was at least
$500,000.

The latest storm of exceptional vios
lence occurred in Huntingdonshire on
August 2, 1806, The "hail" consisted
of hard pieces of ice, from three to
four inches in length, and killed rab-
bits and other small animals whole-
sale,

Reval an Ancient City.

Reval, where Russlan ezar and Brit-
Ish king met not long ago, is de-
seribed as a curious outpost of the
Russlan emplre, It is the capital of
Esthonia and standg at the entrance of
the Gulf of Finland, about 230 miles
from 8St. Petersburg. The town Is
mainly German, like all other towns
in Russla's Baltic provinces, and is of
great antiquity., In 1284 it acquired
all the privileges of a Hanseatic elty.
According to an old saying, “Esthonia
was an elyslum for the nobility, a
heaven for the clergy, a mine of gold
for the stramger, but a hell for the
peasant.,” Among the strangers who
settled there and got themselves in-
cluded in the Esthonian nobility were
military adventurers whoee descend-
ants still exist under the name of
Douglas, O'Rourke and Lewls. In 1710
Reval surrendered to Peter the Great,
who provided it with a milltary har-
bor, and it is now one of the chief sta-
tlons of the Russian navy,

Why Men Are the Best Cooks.

They were talking about Escoffier,
the great French chef,

“Yes," said a man, “men make the
best cooks.”

"0t course they do,” said a girl,
“Men, t_he world over, are the glut-
fous. Women's Lhoughis fly higher
than the {able, 3

“Where s the woman who {s ptoud

of her abllity to tell canvas-back from
mallard or Chateau Yquem from Haut
Brion? No such woman exists.

“Men alone take their stomach seri-
ously, Naturally enough, therefore,
the Escoffiers all come from the ranks
of men."

Taxicab a Chinese Invention.

Few persons imagine that the taxi-
cab is an ancfent Chinese invention.
A far eastern journal, I'Ostasiatische
Lloyd, proves by drawings taken
from a famous collection, the “Tsan-
thu-hae,” that vehicles kindred to the
taxicab existed In China 800 years
ago. The “gillgulicha™ was fitted with
an Instrument which sounded on a
drum every mile passed. Moreover,
the Chinese taximeter was provided
with a compaes, a desirable adjunct
when traveling In a country where
routes are not indicated.

The Result of Association,
“That young man who comes to see
you, Maud, hag such an explosive man-
ner,”
“You must remember, mother, that
his father was in the fireworks busl-
1ess.”

Entirely Simplified,
Abatracted Theoristi—What do you

think of the race problems?
Disgusted Gothamite—Ain't no prob-
lem. What's the use of picking a
winner If you can’t put a bet up on
bim?
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North throngh Luzon Lawton swepl,

And harried the Tagnls fast nl'l'l; fnr,

Until by night, If thels plekets slepl,

They woull rouse from droams in a
shake of fear

Thinking thelr tircless foe wns TNeAT

To smite by the light of the (rople star,

DD 2
clinton Jonnrr!
= S

awept,

North through Lumon Tawton
e : wie hiel!)

{The breavest of all the brave
And with his column that pover erept .
Wis one whose spirit to his wis 1\\'n|u--‘d.
Danger?® He laughed I down the wind
Sergeant Jones of Tepnessee!

Fronting the Fllipino line,

Oine morn us the reating soldlers 1uy,
Henring the muausers whir and wling,
He gaw the folds of n battheflag

In the sultry breezes rise aml s
Beyond where n river wound its way.

What @id the daring sergeant do?
Tightencd s trooper’s belt by a bole,

Slipped from the shelter of thick bame
oo,

Bwam the ooxe of the sluggish streaun

WIth s rows of bayonet-recds aglenm,

And forwnrd over the rlce-ficlds stils.

Over the rice-fields stole, amd thea

Leaped ut the banner, amd clutelwd IR
fast

In the very face of the riflemen.

And, ere they rallied from pulsivd drend,

Back with the captured fag he sped

With never a look behind him casl,

Around him, lke invisible bees,

The bullets buzzed In n deadly band
From the riflen of his enemies;

They plowed the ground behind, 1afors,
But he reached the dip of the river ahore
Unscathed, the banner within lis Find.

Oh, what a cheering, rank on rank,
Down the length of the line thure Tan,
Greeted Wm as e climbed the Dunk!
Awelled about him and surged-nml Ae
Flirg it buck to him over the sen,
Valiont-hourted Amoerican!

—Youtl's Companion,

VALUABLE CARGO SAVED.

Decision and Gallantry of m
Squad of Enlisted Men,

The

William F. Crawford, sergeant comn-
any A, Ninth Mlinois cavalry, Milan,
1., tells a good story of how a val:
uable cargo of government supplies
wag saved to the government. in
January, 1864, a sergeant {rom each
compiany of his regiment was sent
home on a (wo months' leave to re.
cruit the regiment, says National Trib-
une, At the expiration of that time
geveral of them met at Cairn, 111, io
take boat for Memphis, where the
Ninth Illinols cavalry was stationed,
The boal was a large one angd heavily
loaded with army supplies, all kinds
of ammunition and enough Spencer
carbines to arm a brigade. With the
exception of themselves there wuas no
one on the boat but the captain and
crew and ten old soldlers without
arms, Everything went along finely
until they got to within 30 mpiles of
Fort Pillow, when they met a hoat
coming up the river, whose captain
called out that he had been fired on
at Fort Pillow, where the confederatas
had a cannon and a small number of
nen. Sergt. Crawford talked ovep
the situation with his comrades, and
proposed to bhreak open one of the
boxes of carbines and of cartridges,
but the mate objected, as did the cap-
taln, who said he was responsible for
the cargo, and must deliver it intact
The sergeant rveplied that the arms
were there, and that they must have
them fto defend themselves and the
hoat, so, being too many for the cap-
tain and the evew, they opened tha
boxes and help#d themselves, taking
carbines and #5 rounds of ammuni-
tion, Comrade Crawford, with two
men, went up on the hurricane deck,
where they found two blg colls of
rope, which he and one of the men ap-
propriated as a means of protection,
while the third man took a position
behind the smokestack to watch (he
pilot, whom they suspected and
feared would run them in. When
near Fort Plllow the cannon fired
a shot over their heads, which was
a signal to the pilot to land them, but
they kept a close waich on him, and
he made no move to do so. When op-
posite the cannon it fired right into the
boat, but the soldlers on board emp.
tied the seven shots in thelr carbines,
and the captaln of the hoat eried
out: “Boys, you have Killed and
wounded several” They kept it up
until so far away that thelr guns
would not carry. None of the three

'shots fired by the confederates had

any effect on them, and the soldiers
were landed at Memphis with a blg
load of government supplies saved hy
their pluck and resourcefulness.

Monitor Hero Dead.

David W. Orr, who was a messenger
boy on the Monitor at the time she
fought his historle battle with {he
Merrimac in Hampton roads, com.
mitted sulclde recently in Greenwich
Village, N. Y. He was a messenger
boy around the iron works at the time
of the construction of the Monltor, and
then became & machinist in the navy,
After the war he returned 1o Green-
wich Village and set up a steamfitting
shop. He became quite a noted char-
acter In the village and prospered for
awhile, but presently times began to
change and his business disappeared.
His eyesight falled and he became a
cripple with rheumatism, but he never
forgot the thrilling. days of the fight
with the confederate ironsides, and ft
was an enlertainment to the people to
get him stirred up to tell tup story
with the fire of other days. In hig
little shop he kept two highiy-colored
lithographs of the Merrimac ang Mon-
itor, of which he was never tired talk.
Ing. Despondency seized him as his
sixty-first’ birthday approachad, and
Iying down under his lithographs, he
put a rifie to his head and touched

the trigger. -




